of the trees were showing black through the thin
network of their leaves fretted by wind and rain.

The cats had left the secretive tangle of climbing
plants upon the walls, moving away from the sour
smell of dahlias, seeking refuge in the evergreens.

What a fool I was to leave the train and try. to finish
the journey on foot! I don't recognize a thing, and
I shall be overtaken by the dark. That's something
I don't like.

He started to whistle though he put but little heart
into it. He was carrying a rucksack, and, now and
again, slipped his hands under the straps to take the
weight from his skinny shoulders.

I didn't want anyone to meet me, I know so well
that No. i, for-public-occasions, embrace that father
gives on such occasions. . . . Where am I?

The skeleton of a house showed half-hidden behind
a neglected hedge which had been invaded by shiny-
leaved sumachs. There was a crazy little gate with a
loop of wire for latch. Francois opened it.

A clump of shrubs rose from the ground like a
tumulus. In the middle was a quivering tamarisk
ringed in by innumerable plants with leaves as hairy
as the ears of animals. A bell-rope hung against the
brick wall. There was a name on an enamelled plate:
"La Joyeuse*. A little daylight was still visible at the
far end of the paddock which closed the view, a deli-
cate and sickly gleam. Fran?ois bent down and picked
up a fallen apple. It was hard, and sour to the taste,
and he hurled it with all his might at an attic window.
The glass splintered.

What a country! my country!
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